Beatrice's belief that she would see a good deal of George at the Museum, was verified. She was constantly coming in contact with him, and found, to her annoyance, that Thursday evenings, on which she had her readings to the children, was also the evening on which he was used to come down and "superintend" the museum. It was seldom they did not meet; sometimes when the visitors were few and went away early, he would come into the room where Beatrice was and stand by the door a few minutes, listening and sending his keen, yet when he got among these outcasts of society, not unkind eyes, over the assembled multitude. He seldom made any remark when he came in, generally retiring before the reading was finished, and sometimes she did not see him again, and sometimes she did.
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The first of these visits took place the very first time she went down to read.
It was a bitterly cold night, which perhaps in some measure explained the unusually large audience which had gathered out of the streets into the warm, well lit room.
Fully a hundred children were present, and they presented a strange and instructive spectacle. Out of the hundred, perhaps half-a-dozen faces were clean, half-adozen suits or frocks in tolerable condition, half-a-dozen heads fairly smooth ; the rest were ragged and dirty, and shock-headed to a degree which for a few minutes absolutely took away Beatrice's breath. It was difficult to read the faces, veiled under the thick coating of dirt, but most of the eyes were sparkling and keen, most of the attitudes expressed eagerness and expectation. Beatrice thought they looked ready for anything, and proceeded to act on her belief.
Few of the children were really ill-disposed, most of them were content to forego an hour's "larking," in consideration of the intellectual treat which was offered to them here.
But there were a few who were distinctly "rowdy," and who would enjoy nothing more than to wreck the entertainment. These few required to be watched, and the policeman who was always in attendance at the building had offered to come up and keep his eye on the children while Miss Stanford read. Beatrice had declined his help ; with the zeal of a novice, she was prepared to brave all dangers, and she held that the presence of a policeman would be degrading to the children, and irksome to herself. How were they ever to be civilized, if they were constantly confronted by force ; and she resolved to manage them herself. That evening her choice of stories was unfortunate. She She had never undergone such an experience before, and she did not like it. When she was alone, the explanation seemed a most simple thing to make, but when she came face to face with George, and in the absence of all reference to the matter from him, felt the impossibility of speaking of it herself, her courage failed her, the words remained unsaid, and she was left feeling baffled, angry and disappointed.
She thought of it until the matter assumed an importance out of all proportion to its merits. She began to feel nervous in his presence, then to dread their meeting, at last to avoid him.
And the more she turned from him, the more by some mysterious constitution of the human heart, she wished to stay, the more she thought he despised her, the more she desired his regard, and craved an opportunity of showing him she was better than he believed.
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